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Steamy 
Brother’s Best Friend 


BROTHER’S BEST FRIEND 


Leah 
My brother’s best friend is a New York model with brains as 
big as his biceps and his bank account. 


But he only sees me as his best friend’s sister leaving me to 
only see him on the posters | have hanging on my dorm 
room wall. | thought going across country would result in a 
little college romance and my very first time, but I’ve found 
these sophomoric coeds completely lacking. 


Xavier 

My best friend’s little sister is the only woman I've ever had 
eyes for, but her brother tells me she’s not into this whole 
older man younger woman romance thing, but somehow I’m 
not convinced. 


Leah 

| can’t believe what my brother did! The nerve. When his 
best friend and | set things straight it leads us straight to the 
bedroom, but only for one night. 


My brother kept a secret from me for years, but suddenly | 
find out I’m carrying a secret of my own. Now I’m the one 
forced to choose what to reveal and what to keep a secret. 
Can I really keep this secret baby secret? 


*Brother’s Best Friend is an insta-everything standalone 
romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 


CHAPTER 1 


Leah 


| can’t stop thinking about him. 


And that means there’s no way I’m falling asleep anytime 
soon. 


| was absolutely convinced he wouldn’t make it to my 
college graduation party. | really only sent him an invite out 
of courtesy. But he came. Oh did he ever. 


The second | saw him walk through the hotel banquet room 
doors it was like no one else existed. My grandma was 
holding my hand telling me how much | looked like my mom, 
but hers and all the other voices and sights immediately 
melted into the background. 


He strutted in like he owned the place, and he might as well 
have. He certainly owned my heart. And the real 
graduation gift | wanted was for him to own the rest of me. 
My body. My mind. My everything. 


I'd been crushing on him for years. | remember the first time 
my brother brought him by the house. It was the summer 
before their senior year of college and they wanted to 
perfect their game leading into their final year. I’d seen 
pictures of him in the paper and had heard my brother 
talking to him on the phone, but never actually seen him up 
close. There’s only so much you can really see at a game 
when he’s wearing his pads and helmet, not that his 
muscles, size and tight tush didn’t go unnoticed. 


| ran upstairs and pulled the curtains back watching him 
catch and throw the ball with my brother that day nine years 
ago. | just stared at him. 


And of course the day he picked to come over was one of 
those muggy summer New York early evenings and he just 
had to take his shirt off. 


In the summer their team had “two-a-days” for football 
practice. He’d already practiced twice, but yet here he was 
still full of energy. He had the stamina to go all day. Back 
then it was just a teenage crush and my thoughts weren't as 
aggressive as they are now. Now I'd wondered what it would 
look like to see him go all night. 


My mind races back to today. He was wearing a charcoal 
gray suit with a crimson pocket square and the shiniest 
shoes ever Surely they were from a top Paris fashion house. 
| hadn’t been the only one who noticed just how incredible 
he looked back then. 


When their season ended and the reality of college life 
coming to a close was also staring them in the face they 
were both about to start job hunting. But his life took a 
drastic turn when a model scout happened to be at their 
final game. The scout was there to cheer for her nephew on 
the opposing team, but apparently she couldn’t keep her 
eyes off Xavier. 


After the game she approached him and asked him his 
future plans. 


He hadn’t lined up anything yet, but with a finance degree, 
good looks, and connections he was likely to wind up on 
Wall Street. 


Instead he wound up on Savile Row. And then Milan. Paris. 
Tokyo. He went everywhere and | would cut out the pictures 
I'd see of him in magazines and keep them in a scrapbook. 
The same scrapbook I kept in a chest in my room. The one 
that held one of his college practice T-shirts. The one he 
took off that first day and forgot in our backyard. | scooped 
it up later that night and have cherished it ever since. 


| look at the clock on the nightstand next to my bed in the 
hotel room. It’s 1:30 a.m. in New York City, but my body 
thinks it’s 10:30 p.m. thanks to spending the last four years 
in Los Angeles at U.S.C. 


My entire family has this floor of the hotel for the graduation 
party which just wrapped up. And to me friends count as 
family. 


But what is he? Xavier is my brother’s friend. Sure he’s his 
best friend and that’s probably the only reason he came 
today. He probably just wanted to catch up with his buddy 
and maybe run into some of his other old teammates as 
well. They were older now. Thirty-one. It’s not like they got 
a chance to see each other much anymore so my graduation 
party would be a good chance to catch up with everyone. 
He wasn’t here for me. I’d just provided the venue. 


And I know this but there’s something inside me that’s 
trying to think positive. Just maybe there is something 
here. But there’s not. There’s just no way, but still | wonder. 


Even though I’m on West Coast time | should be dead tired 
after entertaining guests all day back home here in the Big 
Apple. It’s just something about seeing him that energized 
me. 


I’ve got way too much energy to even consider trying to go 
to bed and I’m not about to sit up here and watch crummy 
hotel television. 


A walk would be good for me anyways. I’m still in my dress 
from today and it’s not like New York goes to sleep at 2:00 
a.m. like California does. l'Il just step outside and take in the 
energy of the city hoping it over stimulates me and wears 
me out. 


But oh how | wish he was the one up here in my room right 
now wearing me out. My college graduation night and I’ve 
even got the best suite in the building, but no one to share it 
with. 


But there’s a lot to be thankful for and to reflect on and 
that’s exactly what I’m going to do. 


| step out of my room and take the elevator down to the 
ground floor. | pass through the lobby and at the far end | 
see it. 


The crimson pocket square screaming at me from that 
charcoal gray suit. 


| freeze. 

His head slowly rotates towards me and our eyes lock. 

His elbow rotates on the bar and when his forearm becomes 
vertical he motions with the back of his fingers in a come 
hither motion. 


My legs feel wobbly and my stomach tightens. 


He’s calling me over. 


| take in a deep breath trying not to let my chest rise and 
fall. | don’t want him to see the effect he has on me. 


For some reason my legs are frozen. | just stare at him 
staring at me. He motions to me again. He’s not giving up. 


| lift my stiletto from the marble floor My leg feels like it’s 
cast in a concrete bucket. It’s like I’m stuck in quicksand, 
but my foot manages to go forward. 


But my head is spinning and my balance isn’t true. | feel my 
knees buckle and | look down watching my collapse to the 
floor in real time, but in slow motion. 


My body goes limp and my mind blank as I’m about to 
faceplant right in front of the hotel reception. 


CHAPTER 2 


Xavier 
Somehow she looks even more beautiful in person. 
“She’s coming to,” the waiter says. 
| brush her hair back from her face and with my other hand 
rub the ice cube along her neck. | want to lean in and kiss 
her right now so bad, but I’d never take advantage of 
anyone, especially a woman. 


“Where... what?” 


“You fainted,” the waiter says. “But luckily for you this 
gentleman caught you just before you hit the deck.” 


“| fai—“ 

“Relax,” I say. “Just try and get some air I’m right here until 
you feel better” And I want to be here like this always. 
Here for her whenever she needs me. 

“I'm okay,” she says. 

“No need to rush. Take your time.” 

And l'm certainly not in a rush for her head to come off my 
lap. It fits perfectly there. The entire hotel bar is cleared 


out. We’re in the back booth and it’s nice and quiet and 
dark. And with the waiter now gone it’s just the two of us. 


“Would you like some water?” 

“Yes,” she says. 

| lift her up slowly and gently, but just a little bit’ | bring the 
bottle to her lips and carefully tip it back slowly, letting her 
take just a little first to see how her system is. 

“How was that?” 

“Good. Maybe alittle more?” 

“Just tell me when,” | say, giving her more water. It feels 
good to take care of her To protect her To nurse her back, 
not that | ever want to see anything happen to her. _| just 


want to wrap her up in my arms and keep her safe forever. 


To stare into those beautiful brown eyes of hers. She can be 
my brown eyed girl for sure. My one and only. 


How perfect would it be. My best friend’s sister We'd 
become brothers in law. 


But it can’t. Her brother told me why and it crushed me, but 
| still feel like maybe there could be some sort of chance. | 
feel like | could be the one to turn her And if it’s ever going 
to happen now’s my chance. 

“I can sit up,” she says. 

“Okay. | got you,” | say helping her up the rest of the way. 


“How are you feeling?” 


“Much, much better thanks to you.” 


“It was nothing. Really.” 
“|... passed out?” 


“More like over, but yeah,” I say trying to lighten the mood a 
bit. She smiles. 


“Sorry. I’m not normally so clumsy.” 

“It was a big day today. We could all use some rest,” | say. 
“Not that it looks like you need it or anything. You look 
incredible. I’m just saying that you had to entertain people 
all day and that’s a lot of work.” 


“Thank you,” she says. “I’m not that tired actually And I’m 
glad I’m here now. | need to unwind a bit right now.” 


She motions for the waiter. 

“Can | get a glass of rose on ice?” 

“Coming right up,” he says. 

“Are you sure you want to drink right now?” 

“I haven't had a drink all day, and | had maybe one or two 
my entire time in college. But right now | feel like | could 
really use one.” 

“Who am I to argue with the woman of the hour? And one 
who looks so incredibly beautiful too,” I say. Tone it down 
Xavier 

But my mind can’t control my heart right now. Emotions are 


going to prevail over logic. It’s rare that | really want 
something but I want her and I’m not about to hold back. | 


have to let her know now, no matter the consequences. We 
don’t have a lot of time. 


I’m not one to normally believe in fate, but if her collapsing 
into my arms isn’t enough to second-guess if fate is real | 
don’t know what is. 


| was considered fast when | played sports in college, but the 
fastest I’ve ever ran was from that bar to her to catch her 
before she hit the ground. 


I'd help anyone, friend or foe. Stranger or friend. But this 
was different. | felt a certain kind of fear there. A kind of 
loss. The idea that she might be hurt and just thinking 
about that possibility crushed me. There was no way | could 
let that happen. 


Not to the girl I’ve always wanted. 


And it’s time to let her know. 


CHAPTER 3 


Leah 


“| can’t believe you made it,” | say a few minutes later when 
I’m upright and feeling back to my normal self. Minus of 
course the butterflies and nerves | have sitting right here 
with him. The way he makes me feel is definitely not 
normal. 


“Are you kidding me? | had the date circled on my calendar 
before the invite even came in the mail.” 


So my brother, Luke, had invited him and that’s the reason 
he was here. 


“Oh.” | pause and take adrink. “It must be nice that you 
had a chance to catch up with Luke today.” 


“It was, but we only spoke briefly.” 
“Why is that?” 


“He was busy entertaining.” This time he pauses to take a 
drink of his clear liquid on two ice cubes. “Amongst other 
things.” 


“Well,” | say, turning my lower body more in his direction 
without being consciously aware of it at first. “Whatever the 
reason I’m glad you came.” My shoe accidentally grazes his 
shin and I notice my legs are crossed but my foot is rocking 
back and forward like crazy. | need to get my nerves under 
control. 


Change the subject, Leah. 


“So you're overseas a lot these days, huh? That must be 
fun.” 


“It was Okay when | first started, but these days I can’t 
tolerate it as much. I'd like to get a base and work from it 
instead of racking up the frequent flyer miles and the toll 
that it takes on your body. That and... you know... it’s more 
challenging to meet people and have a real relationships 
with them.” 


“But it must be fun in that world of beautiful people and 
beautiful things. And I’m sure the other guys in your 
industry are interesting and well-traveled too.” 


“They are and but that doesn’t make it any easier.” 
“Yeah, more competition,” | say. 


“Exactly. Luckily | still get jobs though, but that won’t last 
forever | mean I’m the guy who still uses a wall calendar 
after all. I’m old school like that.” 


| try not to smile too much. He’s just so cute. He’s still in 
such great shape and so full of life it’s hard to think that he’s 
nine years older than me and that we met nine years ago. | 
mean he’s only thirty-one, so it’s not like he’s old by any 
stretch of the imagination, but at twenty-two myself there is 
a bit of a gap. | don’t think I’ve ever used a real calendar. 


“You're only as young as you feel,” | say. 


“Not in this industry. I’m looking into moving into 
something more of a business role. Something behind the 


camera. I’m well past my prime in modeling years.” He 
laughs. 


“What’s so funny?” 


“It’s just hard to imagine that I’m a model. | just always 
associated modeling with a different kind of person. 
Whenever | stop and think about it and that I’m doing it it 
makes me laugh.” 


“It doesn’t make me laugh.” 
“You're just being nice.” 


No, I’m just imagining you in Times Square standing in a 
pair of crisp white fresh-out-the-box underwear in a black 
and white photo while the whole world stopped and admired 
how insanely attractive you are. And I’m just thinking about 
that poster of you I had on my dorm room wall. The one of 
you lying on your back on that bed. Your shirt off and you 
looking off to the side because if you'd looked right into the 
lens it would’ve been so hot it would have melted the 
camera and every woman's eyes who looked at that poster 
Your first campaign. | don’t remember if it was for the jeans 
you had on, some cologne, or something else And I don’t 
even care. All I cared about was that it was you. And you 
must have been about my age now. You looked so young 
but stillso darn sexy. And the poster was right over my bed, 
until | moved it to the opposite wall so I could stare at it 
while | laid on my back and did things to myself in my own 
bed while | imagined you were there with me 


“No really | mean... you always stayed in good shape.” | try 
not to, but my eyes quickly glance across his broad 
shoulders and thick chest. | think he catches me, but I’m 
not sure. My mind is racing. 


“Thanks, but those young guys are in really incredible shape 
these days. I’m sure you must have seen them back at 
U.S.C. I mean it stands for University of Spoiled Children, 
right? Their rich parents can get them anything. Young 
boys in Range Rovers with plenty of time to work out and 
surf and all that good stuff. | don’t want to sound jealous or 
anything. | mean, good for them. But that’s the reality of 
my job. I’ve had a great run, but it’s time to pivot into a 
different role.” 


How about you pivot yourself right into me? 


“| guess | never thought of it quite like that. There must 
have been so many other guys.” 


“Yeah, the competition is tough and only getting tougher.” 
“Jobs are one thing, but your romantic life is another.” 


“True,” he says. He takes a sip of his drink. “But | never 
fought them for girls.” 


“Lucky for them that’s not your thing.” 


“Definitely not. Meaningless sex never appealed to me. 
Never tried it.” 


His eyes dart across my body. He didn’t mean for them to, 
but he couldn’t control it. | catch him looking and does it 
ever make me feel good. It gives me some hope. 


“Me either,” | say. 


“Long term thinking is the only way to go,” he says. 


“Not even once?” | ask. 


“Not even close. After jobs it was straight to my room and in 
bed... by myself” 


“But there must have been so many other guys...So many 
opportunities. | mean I thought that thing was rampant in 
men’s fashion. | heard about those top photographers who 
got called out last year when the me too movement was at 
its peak. The guys let people know it’s not always just 
women getting taken advantage of. | guess as a society we 
always think that a guy can stand up for himself. That he 
can fight for himself. It’s not like some out-of-shape old male 
photographer can really force himself onto a young fit guy, 
but then again | guess the male models have the same 
pressures as the women. | think the women have it worse 
because the men are often bigger and stronger and more 
aggressive, and a whole bunch of other things, but then 
again | guess | wouldn’t really know I’m not getting a lot of 
unwarranted attention myself” 


“Wow, you really have a good grasp of how things are. A lot 
of people don’t understand the male side of things. But to 
your point luckily for me nothing like that ever happened.” 


“| guess you don’t set off their gaydar,” I say. | take a sip of 
my rose. “It might make dating harder but in some ways it 
helps you.” 


His drink is halfway to his lips when suddenly his hand 
stops. His brow furrows, then one eyebrow raises higher 
than the other. His hand lowers setting the drink back down 
on the wooden table in front of us. His eyes narrow as he 
looks at me more deeply. First inquisitively Then with a bit 
of...anger? 


“Leah,” he begins. He just stares at me as seconds go by. 
For the first time | notice the second hand of the clock 
ticking on the wall behind me. It’s dead quiet and his body 
is completely still as he chooses his next words carefully. 
“What exactly is your impression of me?” 


“What do you mean?” | say quickly Something’s definitely 
off and I’m getting uncomfortable. I’m not scared as in that 
he’s going to hurt me or anything, but his intensity makes 
me more scared that | offended him or upset him. 

“About my personal life.” 


“| just think you’re like most people. You haven’t found the 
right person yet.” 


“What do you mean by person?” 


“I mean...” suddenly I’m wondering if I’ve went down the 
wrong path here. “The right guy?” 


“The right guy?” 

“Yeah, my brother told me.” 

“Told you what exactly?” 

“That you're gay. It’s okay,” | say. And in any other case | 
would be okay with it, just not with him because I want him 
for me and me only. 

Suddenly his free hand balls up into a fist. | can see it 
twitching he’s squeezing so tight. Now I’ve definitely made 


him angry. 


“Luke told you that?” 


a Yes. n 
“When?” 


“After that first time you came over to the house that day to 
throw the football around.” 


Now I can see he’s really angry. Really, really angry. 

“I'm really sorry if | offended you somehow,” | say. 

| watch as his body relaxes and suddenly he smirks. He lifts 
the drink to his lips and finishes it in one gulp. Something is 
definitely wrong, but it’s like he’s either come to peace with 
the idea or he’s figured out how to get revenge. Either way 
he’s not giving a lot of clues. 

“| could really kill your brother right now.” 

“What? You're best friends.” 

“And you’re a lesbian right?” 

“What? No. Why would you think that?” 

“Because that’s what Luke told me” 


“Luke told you....” 


Xavier nods. | don’t even have to finish my sentence. “Just 
like he told me,” he says. 


“So you're not? You’re definitely not?” 


“Nope. And I don’t even have to ask you.” 


“No. | mean I don’t want it to sound like it’s something bad 
or anything, but no. Definitely not.” 


“There’s only one thing that’s really, really bad here. Well 
make that two,” he says. 


“What’s that?” | know the first I’m so angry at my brother 
right now | could kill him too. 


“First is what your brother did.” 
“And?” 


“And second for what he prevented me from not doing all 
these years.” 


“Which is?” 


He leans into me so quickly | can almost feel the gush of 
wind follow him. 


Before | even know what’s happening his lips crash down on 
to mine and it’s like someone just gave me everything | ever 
wanted. 


But not just someone. Him. The only man I’ve ever wanted. 


CHAPTER 4 


Xavier 
“Your bill sir,” the waiter calls out. 


“Charge it to my room,” | say as | walk out with Leah literally 
in my arms. Even though the hotel lobby is empty | pay 
special attention to the way | carry her so she looks elegant 
in my grasp. 


And once | kissed her there was no denying what was going 
to happen next. The way she kissed me back instantly told 
me she felt the same way | did about her. | can’t believe her 
brother told us each that the other was gay. There are a lot 
of ways he could have communicated that he didn’t want us 
to be together, but lying certainly wasn’t one. It had worked 
though, until it didn’t work any longer 


And after all these years of pent up lust, thoughts, and 
emotions from both of us towards the other it was time to let 
them out. 


We enter the elevator and her arms wrap around my neck 
bringing her face closer to mine. We're kissing passionately 
and before | know it the door is open to our floor. 


| step out not even caring who sees. | want her more than 
anything and I’m prouder than anything that I’ve got her. 


| practically run us to the door and the minute we’re through 
we're tearing at each other's clothes. 


It’s a race to get undressed first and even though I have ona 
suit and she has on a dress, panties, a bra and shoes I’m 
almost out of my clothes quicker than she is. 


A part of me wants to slow this entire process down, but | 
just can’t. When you’ve wanted someone for so, so long and 
you finally have them in your grasp you don’t fumble the 
opportunity. You go straight for it. I’m not a scarcity 
mindset kind of person, but right now l'Il do anything to feel 
her bare body against mine as soon as possible. | have to. | 
need to before someone wakes me up and tells me I’m 
dreaming and that this isn’t finally happening. 


And it’s happening so fast that it’s only making me that 
much harder and much more feral for her. 


She takes a step toward me as | step towards her, scooping 

her up in my arms. Her legs wrap around my lower back as 
my hands grab her butt hard, holding her suspended in mid 
air. 


Our faces devour each other's. There’s nothing soft or 
tender about these kisses. Romance will have to wait. And 
there will be romance. There are so many things | want to 
do for her Picnics in Central Park. Boat rides around the 
Statue of Liberty. Trips to the Hamptons. And that’s just for 
starters. 


We've got so much lost time to make up for. 


| feel her nails dig into my back causing my cock to twitch 
leading it to brush over her pussy. She’s dripping wet 
already and | know I’ve got pre-come covering the end of my 
rod. We’re so primed for each other. 


| feel her ass tighten as she lifts her body up in my hands 
and repositions her opening directly over my maxed out 
erection. | work out constantly and my blood flow is beyond 
good. | know I’m hung, but this is next level. | literally 
didn’t know my dick could get this big and thick and hard. 
It’s her It can only be because of her My body is telling me 
this is right. This is meant to be. 


And when she lowers herself down onto me it just reaffirms 
what | already knew. 


First my grasp on her weakens as all my feeling goes to my 
groin, but then suddenly every muscle in my body flexes 
causing my grip to return as | lift her up and lower her back 
down on top of me again. 


| feel her pull her chest in harder against mine. Her nipples 
are pressed against my chest. They’re so hard | swear they 
could cut glass and it’s too much to take. 


Her hips move forward and back as she grinds her pussy into 
me as | lift and lower and lift and lower her faster and faster 
filling her every time 


“Uhhh,” escapes her mouth followed by a moan. | feel her 
walls tighten closing in on my cock like a vice grip just 
before a series of pulses and | watch her body spasm as she 
climaxes. 


Feeling her climax pushes me over the top and | erupt inside 
her filling her with my sperm and a thought flashes in my 
mind that | need her to get pregnant from this. | need her to 
have my baby. My hips buck forward and up, my body 
subconsciously thinking the same making sure I’m as deep 
inside her as | possibly can be ensuring the greatest chance 
we'll conceive. 


I’ve never been out of control like this before and I’ve never 
felt so alive. Ten minutes ago we were leaving the lobby. 
Now here we are capping off a mutual desire that’s been 
years in the making. 


And we're just getting started. The night is still young, at 
least when you have as much desire for someone as | do for 
her The night will always be young in our case. And the 
way she makes me feel will keep me just as youthful, 
vibrant, and full of life. 


Her head buries in my shoulder before she pulls back and 
then comes forward again, kissing me hard. 


“That was incredible,” she says. 

“You're incredible,” | say. 

“You're incredible.” 

“Let’s do it again.” 

| walk over towards the bed, my cock still inside her. 


| lay her down softly making sure that our bodies don’t 
separate. 


I’m still hard as a rock but now it’s time for some 
tenderness. | kiss her gently on the neck and begin the 
exploration process that I’ve dreamed about for so long. 


| want to know about every part of her And then when | do | 
want to go back and rediscover her all over again, and 
again, and again. 


Tonight. Tomorrow Next week. Next month. Next year 
Forever. 


CHAPTER 5 


Xavier 


My eyes slowly open to the light coming in from the window. 
| need some water after everything we did in the early hours 
of the morning. 


What started out as a romp did indeed turn into romance. 
After our primal urges were filled we slowed things down for 
the next | don’t even remember how many hours until we 
eventually passed out. 


The last thing | remember was hearing her sentence tail off 
as | held herin my arms. Then there was the light feel of her 
breath against my skin and knowing that she was here with 
me | quickly dozed off as well. 


Everything was perfect and | was ready to start the morning 
off where we left off and begin a day together 


| roll over in bed and realize the spot next to me is empty. 
She must be in the shower 

| peel myself from the sheets and make my way to the mini 
fridge, grabbing a bottle of water and drinking the entire 
thing down. | walk to the bathroom but it’s empty. 

What in the heck? 


| survey the room with quick eyes and realize her dress is 
gone as are the rest of her clothes. 


She’s probably just not ready to announce to our gathered 
friends and family what we finally discovered about the 
other last night. It makes sense. Better to let the 
graduation party clear out and then we can talk more about 
US. 


| smile realizing I’m getting about a million miles ahead of 
myself But! don’t care. | want her to be mine now. | want 
her on my arm. | want to make up for lost time. | don’t care 
what anybody thinks. | want to be there for her as she 
begins her post-college life. | want to help her avoid any 
pitfalls | may have hit when I was learning to survive on my 
own in the world. 


But | have to go at her pace. I can’t rush her This is about 
us, not just me. And for us to work I have to tame my 
ferocity and be there to guide her and assist her, not to 
direct her. 


| get dressed and make my way down to the breakfast 
buffet. There are about ten people from our group down 
there and from what I’m quickly discovering the rest have 
already checked out and gone about there way. 


But surely not Leah. As the guest of honor she'll stay back 
and send everyone off. Not to mention now that she’s done 
with school she'll start job-hunting here in New York. I’ve 
got a small room in my loft in the city where we can set up a 
place for her to look. 


| fill my plate with bacon and eggs and sit down next to her 
parents. 


We strike up a conversation and start catching up on old 
times. As much as I’m enjoying it | want to get down to what 


really matters. 

“Where’s Leah this morning?” | try and ask casually. 

“Oh you didn’t hear?” 

“Hear what?” | ask. | swallow my half chewed bite and 
although I’ve just started eating | suddenly feel full. 
Something’s not right. 

“She landed a job at an ad agency. She starts bright and 
early on Monday morning so she already flew out this 
morning.” 

“Flew out where?” Are we talking Philadelphia, Miami, or 
somewhere on the East Coast here? I’m not liking the 
sound of this. 

“The city of angels.” 

“Los Angeles?” 

“The one and only,” her dad says. 


| freeze up. My entire body goes ice cold. 


“Xavier, are you okay?” her mom asks. “You look like you’ve 
seen a ghost.” 


“No, I’m fine. | just remembered I have a job today and | 
have to take off myself. Will you please excuse me?” 


“Sure.” 


| thank them and make my way back up to my room. 


Yeah, | saw a ghost all right. | saw a vision of the most 
beautiful woman in the history of the universe and what we 
could be together and now it’s gone. 


Now you see her Now you don’t. 

There’s no way this is happening. No way! 

| will not lose her. 

When I enter my room my phone is already ringing. 

| run for it and catch it on the last ring. 

“Hello?” | say frantically | was in such a hurry to get the call 
before | missed it | didn’t get a chance to look at the caller 


ID. But it’s got to be her. 


“Xavier There you are. I’ve been trying to get ahold of 
you.” 


“Hey Doug,” | say to my booking agent. 


“You just got booked for Cape Town, my man! Your plane 
leaves in five hours out of JFK. There will be a driver there to 
pick you up. lIl text you the info.” 


“I can’t make it,” | say immediately. 


“What are you talking about? Let me finish. This is an 
African-wide TV spot that could easily go international. 
They're making you the face. This is it, buddy. You’ve had 
some big jobs before and some big paydays but this one 
takes the cake. This is the one most people dream of but 
never get. This is what we’ve been working for This is 
everything.” 


This is nothing. Nothing without her 


“I’m sorry, Doug, but can you put this one on hold? Maybe 
find someone else?” 


“Xavier, are you Okay? They requested you specifically. 
There is nobody else. You got it. No castings. No auditions. 
You're the man. And if you cancel | know the agency head 
will... how do | say this nicely...drop you. She will be 
absolutely irate if you don’t go. She’s been trying to get one 
of our models booked with them for ages.” 


| don’t say anything. 

“Xavier? Are you there?” 

“Yeah.” Damn, the last place | want to be right now is away 
from her. It’s bad enough that she’s half way across the 
country. Now I have to go to an entirely different continent? 


“I'll be there,” manages to somehow come out of my mouth. 


“Come on, man. Get excited. You’re bumming me out over 
here.” 


“Thanks for the booking,” | say. “Gotta run.” 

| drop the call and collapse onto the bed. 

What in the world is happening this morning? | had my 
future right in my hands and now everything is collapsing 


around me even quicker than I thought | had a grasp on it. 


Hours ago | was as close to my soulmate as I’d ever been in 
my life, and now that’s been ripped away. 


This cannot be happening. 

And I’m not going to let it. Yeah, l'II fill my professional 
responsibility and honor my contracts but I’m going to find 
Leah and get to the bottom of this. 


And by the bottom of this | mean make her mine. Again. 


But this time forever 


CHAPTER 6 


Leah 


One month later 


It’s been a month since | started a dream job in my dream 
career path. I’ve got the ocean, the mountains, and perfect 
weather over three hundred days a year. 


| should be beyond happy, but I’m a complete wreck. 


All | can think about is him. And to make matters worse my 
boss gave me a company phone and expects me to be 
available twenty-four hours a day eight days a week. Yes, 
she really tried to explain some sort of weird math to me 
where I can “optimize my productivity” and work eight days 
a week. | thought she was joking at first. Then | thought 
she was talking about me outsourcing some of my work. In 
the end | was totally confused, but I got the main idea. Work 
as hard as possible and then work harder. 


And that leaves no time for anything social. | didn’t expect 
my first year or two to be a walk in the park, but | was 
hoping | could get in touch with Xavier at least. 


Half of the nights of the week | sleep at the office. It’s just so 
much easier I’m downtown with clients and it saves the 
time having to run to my apartment and back. It’s not even 
uncommon. They have women’s and men’s showers and 
locker rooms here. They hire the best and brightest, their 
words not mine, and then just play the war of attrition. Only 
the “strong” survive. 


And right now I’m completely spent. 


Spent to the point I’m feeling sick most mornings until | can 
get a few cups of coffee into me and some sort of sugar rush 
from the vending machine. At this rate my body is going to 
be wrecked within the first year. 


But the only “wrecking” of my body that | want is that which 
can only be provided by one man. 


The man who held me up in his arms like | was weightless. 
The way he made me feel so small and feminine. And the 
way he gave me my first time 


Everything was so perfect. Too perfect in fact. | wanted to 
leave him a note. | wanted to wake him up. 


And most importantly | wanted what we had that one night 
to continue. 


But something deep inside me just knew it couldn’t. We live 
on complete different sides of the country. That and he 
travels all around the world most of the year. 


How would that relationship work? We meet up a few times 
a year for absolutely blissful, romantic weekends only to say 
to each other, “We really have to do this more often,” as we 
leave each other at the airport each time knowing what we 
have will eventually meet a tragic ending? 


It’s just not sustainable 


But the part that is the most frustrating and most angering 
is what my brother did. How he intentionally kept us apart. 


How would he even know we’d have an interest in each 
other? 


And if he hadn’t my life would have been much different. | 
wouldn’t have run away for school. | would have stayed in 
New York and allowed Xavier to pursue me, not that there 
would have been much pursuing needed. 


| was hooked immediately. 


“Leah, do you have that sales deck for the 1:30 p.m. 
conference call with Beverly Studios?” 


| look up from my desk realizing I’m daydreaming again. 
“Yes, Mrs. Jackson. It’s on the cloud server.” 


“Excellent. With that done can you get the reality media 
pitch wrapped up by lunch?” 


“On it now.” 
She pivots on her heal with military precision and is gone. 


| look at the clock. I’ve got just over two hours to put 
together a pitch | barely know anything about. 


And the worst part is I’m sure that the minute that document 
hits the server she’ll be right back over at my desk with 
something else to work on. And she a/ways makes sure to 
leave me with a final project when she heads home at 9:00 
p.m. And at least three days a week | get an incoming text 
around 6:00 a.m. with something that’s due by 8:00 a.m. or 
9:00 am. 


Completely unsustainable. | mean, maybe I could pull it off 
if | just had a little emotional support here. Someone who 
could tell me that everything was going to be okay. 
Someone who could tell me that I’m doing a great job and 
that in two years l'Il get a promotion and l'Il be able to free 
up my weekends and start to get my life back. 


A life | could only want with one person. The same person 
who could be my rock. 


The man who I spent one magical night with and will never 
do so again. 


Xavier. 


CHAPTER 7 


Xavier 
One month later 


| reach the top of Lion’s Head in Cape Town, South Africa and 
take in one of the world’s truly most spectacular views. | 
look out over the area where the South Atlantic Ocean and 
Indian Oceans meet. 


I’ve got Camp’s Bay to my left and Robben Island to my 
right. | marvel at the courage of Nelson Mandela. | can’t 
believe the man was imprisoned for twenty-seven years and 
didn’t let it come close to breaking his spirit. What an 
amazing person and legend. 


And as much as he serves as an inspiration and makes my 
own problems seem trivial by comparison | just can’t stop 
thinking about them. 


| begin the path down Lion’s Head back into the “City Bowl” 
as they call it. 


All | can think about is how much better this would be to 
Share it with someone. And not just anyone. There could be 
only one. 

Leah. 


| snap a quick selfie and send it off to her just hoping maybe 
l'Il get a response this time. 


It would be a first and keep my hopes up, not that | have any 
intention of stopping my pursuit to get in touch with her. 


I won't. | can’t. I’m literally possessed. 


| tell myself she just started a new job and she’s probably 
super busy right now. 


I’ve been texting the number her parents gave me, but who 
knows... maybe she changed it. 


Maybe she wants a fresh start. Maybe she doesn’t want 
what | want. 


But | Know she does. That’s the thing. 


Half way down and | hear the sound of an incoming call. 
Maybe it’s her Please be her. 


My hand darts into my backpack looking for my phone. 


My booking agent. | answer it and immediately reply as | 
have been since | arrived. 


“Any jobs in LA. for me?” 


“Xavier, you don’t have that LA. look. They’re doing the 
heroine chic thing again, which | find disgusting by the way. 
They’re not into the All-American boy with muscles, a great 
smile and global marketability... but guess who is?” 


| really don’t care. I’d drop the weight just to get a job 
there. Just so | could get closer to her. I'd show up at her 
office just to see her and talk to her It sounds borderline 
stalkerish, and | wouldn’t do it in front of her co-workers, but 
| just have to see her again or I’m going to lose my mind. 


“No clue.” 


“Dude! Cheer up. Remember the reason you came down? 
How | told you this could be the golden ticket? Well it 
happened. I’m looking at the offer right here. And let’s just 
say the number is huge and it includes royalties. It tested 
through the roof across all of Africa. All demographics loved 
it. They ran it in some big markets in the U.S., U.K., Canada, 
Australia, New Zealand, Germany, France...it was a hit 
everywhere. Ev-ery-where!” 


“So | might have a chance to go to LA?” 


“Man you are really hung up on that place. What is it about 
that place?” 


“|... just need to be there,” I say. It’s nobody’s business but 
mine what my reasons are. In a world of instant hook-up 
culture I’ve got the one thing that’s real. A real connection 
between two people. And most importantly it’s the only 
person I’ve ever wanted. 


Cape Town has been called heaven on earth, and it’s easy to 
see why. But without her it just can’t ever be. No matter 
how majestic Table Mountain is, regardless of the Malay- 
fusion or other amazing foods in town, or the surfing and 
outdoor activities that are offered it just can’t be to me what 
it is to everyone else. Not if | can’t share it with her. 


“Swing by the office. All you have to do is sign the 
paperwork and it’s done.” 


Then it hits me 


“What kind of number did they offer?” 


“Eight hundred thousand U.S. dollars plus the royalties.” 
“And it was submitted through the ad agency, right?” 

“Of course.” 

“Can you go back to them and ask them for five hundred 
thousand, but...and this is the most important part..one 
full-time ad agency position paying a quarter a million a 
year, guaranteed for two years?” 

“Are you out of your mind?” 

“And | don’t need the royalties. | just want that ad agency 
position, fully guaranteed. The money in an escrow 
account. They can pay me two fifty two if they really want.” 
“Xavier What kind of drugs are you on?” 

“When have you ever known me to take any drug?” 
“Never” 

“Exactly. And that’s how it is and how it always will be.” 


“So what’s gotten into you.” 


“Life. Life’s gotten into me. And the true definition of 
success. One l’ve only recently come to fully discover.” 


“The boss isn’t going to like this.” 


“Just ask, ok? It doesn’t hurt to ask. And it saves the client 
money, or you can put it to the agency’s bottom line. | 


really don’t care. Just whatever it takes to get that ad 
agency slot opened up.” 


| hear a sigh on the other end. “All right. Let me see what | 
can do.” 


“Oh! And one other thing.” 

“You've got to be kidding me.” 

“How long is the offer good for.” 

| hear some papers shuffle. “Seventy-two hours it says.” 
“And it just came in?” 

“| called you right away.” 

“So we've got seventy-one hours and fifty-five minutes?” 


“What we've got is a crisis! We need you to come to your 
senses and get down here and sign this darn thing.” 


“Oh, I’ve come to my senses all right. I’ve got just enough 
time. lIl have to call you back.” 


| hang up the phone and sprint down the hill passing other 
hikers and tourist who are looking at me like I’m crazy. 


And I am crazy. Completely crazy. Crazy for her. 


And it’s now or never 


CHAPTER 8 


Leah 


One day later 


Twenty minutes ago I pulled my head off my forearm which 
was horizontal across my desk. Another all-nighter and 
another shower at the office and a change of clothes from 
my locker. I’m falling apart. 


| expect I’ve got about forty minutes before that first email 
comes in. I’ve got to do some online research and figure out 
what’s wrong with me. | absorb every bit of information | 
can hastily making notes on my phone. 


| don’t know if this is just stress or if it’s something more. 
Either way I’ve got to get to the bottom of this. 


And then just like clockwork my phone beeps at 6:00 a.m. 
with a to do list to start the day. 


| quickly schedule a doctor’s visit for my lunch break. 

Luckily there’s a clinic in the building next to ours and they 
have a twenty-four hour chat available on their website. | let 
the woman on the other end of the chat know I'll be pressed 
for time. She says she'll have blood work tests ready to go. 
I’m hoping to be in and out in twenty minutes. She promises 
to send over the questionnaire, release, and other 
paperwork so I can print them and complete them before | 
arrive. 


Another day and I’m already behind before it’s even started. 
Only two more years of this and l'Il be eligible for 
promotion. But can | make it that far? 


Part of me wants to break down. If | just had Xavier in my 
life. If my brother hadn’t told us both those lies. Life could 
be a lot different. 


But | won’t be a victim. There are people who have it a lot 
worse off than | do in this world. 


| take in a deep breath and get to work. 


If | can just stay focused maybe | can keep my mind off my 
problems...and him. 


But I’m not holding my breath. 


CHAPTER 9 


Xavier 


The Uber pulls away from the curb at LAX and we speed 
away towards downtown LA. 


l'm grasping at straws here, but | feel like I’ve got a shot. 
Maybe the best shot | have at tracking her down. 


Yeah, | could have probably just called her brother and 
gotten the information from him but my eagerness would 
have tipped him off that something was up and | don’t think 
she needed that kind of drama right now. Also, | sure would 
like to punch him right in the face. With friends like him, 
who needs enemies? 


But the most important thing is I’m the man. It’s my job to 
gotoher To figure it out for myself and bring back what we 
had that one night and turn it into something lasting. 


And at last | finally remembered something that seemed so 
inconsequential when we had pillow talk, but could hold the 
clue to finding her. 


She mentioned how comfortable the memory foam pillows 
were in the hotel. We shared a laugh over it and then took 
off the pillowcase and looked at the tag. Tokyo Soba. Soba 
pillows from Tokyo. Yeah, soba like soba noodle soup, but 
obviously much different. 


But then she said something. “Maybe l'Il get put on their 
account.” 


| had no idea what she was talking about and proceeded to 
kiss her instead of ask her about international pillow 
manufacturers. 


But now it makes complete sense. “Maybe l'Il get put on 
their account.” 


She studied advertising. She’s working for an ad agency, 
that much I know And that night she already knew that 
pillow manufacturer was one of her company’s clients. 


So who handles their account? Polk and Partners with an 
office smack dab in downtown LA. They’re an exclusive firm 
that doesn’t use LinkedIn, hence why I couldn’t find her 
information there. 


It all adds up. At least that’s what | hope. 


And in about thirty minutes to two hours from now, 
depending on the infamous LA traffic l'Il find out. 


CHAP TER 10 


Leah 


| feel completely numb as I push open the door to my office. 
Another rep comes in behind me and helps me. I barely 
have the strength to get it open. 

“You okay? You look ill?” 

“I'm okay. Just the airconditioning. Allergies are acting up 
today and for some reason aircon triggers it from time to 
time.” 


He nods and heads off down the hall. He’s about my age so 
he’s probably being worked to death as well. 


| don’t go to my desk though. | head straight to the ladies 
room. Back stall and door shut. 


And then the tears come. 
| absolutely can’t believe it, but now it makes complete 
sense. How could | be so careless? How could | have put 


myself in this position? 


l'II have to wait for the tests to come back but the over the 
counter test seemed pretty conclusive. 


I’m pregnant 


And it’s Xavier's child. 


| haven’t even spoken to him in a month. I’m running myself 
ragged here. And I have no idea who | should tell if anyone. 


As much as | don’t know there is one thing | do know with 
absolute certainty 


I am keeping this baby. My baby. His baby. Our baby. 


But how do I even approach him and ask him if he wants to 
be involved? How do you drop a bomb like that on 
someone? 


| don’t think you can. Not in these circumstance. 


Luckily my agency has a great health care program and are 
actually very good with time off for childbirth. But how can | 
really expect to raise this baby on my own? And what if it’s 
a boy? He needs a positive male influence. And I’m not 
even thinking about who’s going to want a single mother 
who’s struggling to get by because | know there’s only one 
man for me. 


I’m not interested in other guys. Most guys my age are still 
stuck in their college phase, even though that’s ended. And 
a lot of older guys have just let themselves go. Dad bod is 
an epidemic. | don’t want to sound shallow, but | need a real 
man who can be a leader and set a good example in all 
forms of life. 


And again there’s only one man who checks all those boxes 
for me. 


In between sobs | laugh. It’s the same man who’s given me 
this baby! | should be ecstatic, and in some ways! am. But 
in a whole lot of others I’m terrified. 


My feelings are running polar opposites of each other right 
now and now that I’m pregnant it’s only going to get worse. 


And how can | keep up at work while not jeopardizing the 
health of my child? Sleeping at my desk, working myself to 
the bone, and a terrible diet are not going to cut it anymore. 


And when do I tell my boss? What do | tell my boss? “Hi, 
your ‘responsible’ employee is pregnant from a one night 
stand?” It’s not a one-night stand, but that’s how she'll see 
it. It’s not like | can just deflect questions from management 
and co-workers. “Oh you know this is LA., the father is a big 
deal and wants to remain anonymous.” lIl sound like a 
douche or that | went to a sperm bank, which will only 
increase the ridicule | get at work. 


And what do | tell my family? “Hey, | didn’t get a promotion 
yet, but | did get pregnant!” Uh...no. 


And of course most importantly. Do | tell him? 
And if | do how will he react? 
Will he react? Will he even speak to me? 


What have I gotten myself into this time? 


CHAPTER 11 


Leah 


| finally catch a break and my boss doesn’t email me when 
she leaves for the day. That means I’m heading home as 
soon as | calculate the time it takes her to get to the 
elevator 

Three... two...one. 

She should be gone by now. 

| dart from my chair and make my way to the service 
elevator Add paranoid to the list of things that’s wrong with 
me now. 


A minute later I’m exiting the building. 


| pull out my phone and tap on the Uber icon seeing where 
the nearest car is and the price. 


“Share a lift?” 


| don’t even need to look up. I’d recognize that voice 
anywhere. 


| feel the hairs on my arms and legs that | haven’t had the 
time to shave for going on a week now stand on end. 


As if today wasn’t crazy enough he just had to go and make 
it crazier. 


“Xa...” | look at him and my words just stop. All those 
feelings I’ve ever had for him come rushing back like one of 
those summer storms that come out of nowhere and just 
surprise you...catching you exposed when you least expect 
it. 


And I'm exposed all right. Emotionally at least. A tear 
streams down my cheek, but I’m not sure if | can hug him or 
not. | need one more than anything, but | don’t deserve one. 


| don’t deserve him. 
“You look beautiful as always,” he says. 


He’s lying, or at least | would think so given how | look, but 
he looks so sincere and his comment seems so genuine. 


“| don’t,” | say. 
“You always do.” 


He’s the emotional support | need right now more than 
anything and | can’t hold back. | lean in to him and his big 
strong arms immediately wrap around me. In this big city 
where | feel more alone by the day he suddenly makes me 
feel safe again...like | belong. And there’s no denying from 
the way he holds me that the man | belong to more than any 
is him. 


“You didn’t make it easy to find you,” he says softly in my 
ear “But I’m always up for a challenge when the pot of gold 
at the end of the rainbow is you.” 


| pull my head back from his chest and just look up at him. 
How did | get so lucky to find a guy like this and why was | 
so foolish to run from him? 


He leans in and my eyes close. | feel his lips touch mine and 
we kiss, holding it as the world around us moves to the beat 
of the big city but we’re in slow motion lost in each other. 
The reason we live. To have that other person there just 
when we need them most. 


And somehow he just appeared out of nowhere when | 
needed him more mightily than | could have ever imagined. 


“Anywhere we can get a coffee around here?” he asks. 


“Yeah,” | say. He wipes a tear from my cheek. “Just a block 
away there’s a nice place.” 


He holds out his arm and I’m quick to take it. He 
understands me. He really understands. 


But will he understand what I’ve got to tell him when we sit 
down for a talk? 


CHAPTER 12 


Xavier 


She could have been saying the world was about to end and 
| wouldn’t have even known. 


| didn’t hear a word. And | didn’t have a care in the world. 


Just to stare into those big brown eyes of hers again was all | 
needed. 


| feel her hands on top of mine and realize she’s slid them 
across the table. 


“Are you there?” she says then laughs. 
“Sorry, | was just thinking about something?” 
“What were you thinking about?” 


“How perfect you are. How perfect we are. How we both had 
these secret crushes for all these years and then we finally 
found out and it was explosive. And then it was over almost 
as soon as it started. And now here we are again. | don’t 
want to sound crazy, but it’s destiny. And it’s right. | can 
feel it. I’ve always been more of a logical kind of person... 
trying to rationalize decisions and think everything through, 
but with you | just feel. It’s a totally different way and it only 
happens with you. It’s a subconscious thing that’s beyond 
my control, not that I’d want to control it at all. It’s free. It’s 
unharnessed. It’s raw. And it’s perfect.” 


She smiles even wider. “I was just thinking you were going 
to tell me about how good the coffee was here.” 


“Yeah, that too,” | say. 


We both laugh. | roll my palms over the table and take her 
hands in mine 


She takes a deep breath and the smile on her face turns 
serious. 


| don’t like that look. | only want to see her happy. Always. 
“What’s wrong?” 


“I have some news. Something that | just very, very recently 
found out and...! really need to share it with you.” 


“Anything. Tell me. You know I’m here for you.” 


“I know, but something happened that... how should | say it? 
You didn’t really ‘sign up’ for.” 


“I’m signed up for everything when it comes to you.” 


She takes in another deep breath and her expression 
changes from worry to one of resignation. | can see she’s 
just going to come straight out with it. 


“l'm pregnant.” 


| freeze immediately. A million thoughts fill my brain and 
then | oddly feel them all disappear It’s like my brain is 
empty. Again, I’m just feeling. Images of a little boy flash 
through my head. We're outside playing catch. Suddenly 
the little boy is replaced with one of a little girl, and we’re on 


a park bench eating ice cream cones and I’m trying my best 
to explain to her the answer to her question. “Daddy, why is 
the sky blue?” | realize | don’t actually know, in the science 
kind of way, so | just tell her because it matches the color of 
her eyes. Then my mind flashes forward to more children 
running around outside. They're yelling, and screaming, 
and playing and having fun. It’s pure mayhem and it’s pure 
happiness. 


My mind continues and | completely lose track of where | am 
again. Some people say they see things when they almost 
die? | am seeing things because I’ve finally begun to live. 
To imagine how beautiful life could be asa father Asa 
husband. Asa protector As a provider Asa lover Asan 
understanding and encouraging parent. 


It’s everything | ever wanted and never really quite knew | 
wanted it, because until recently | never knew we could be 
together. 


But we can. And we will. And this only makes things that 
much better. 


“You're not saying anything,” she says. She looks nervous. 


| reach out my hand and run it across her cheek. | just look 
at her and marvel at her strength. Was she going to tell me 
this or was she prepared to go it alone? A flash of anger hits 
me briefly as | think about not knowing if she was ready to 
do this by herself if | hadn’t showed up and how much that 
would have destroyed me. But today isn’t about anger. 
Today is about happiness. It’s not about what might have 
happened. It’s about what is happening. 


| brush her cheek again realizing l'Il never have this moment 
again. l'Il never get this kind of news from her again. 


Something that bonds us permanently more than anything 
else in the world. 


“Say something. Please. Say anything.” 


| open my mouth and pause. | feel my top teeth come down 
on my lower lip. 


“| love you.” 


EPILOGUE 


Leah 


Three weeks later 


| always thought the strongest and best three words in the 
English language were “I love you.” 


| was wrong. But not by much. 
“| love us,” is much more powerful. 


Xavier had embraced the idea of becoming a father with 
open arms. And the timing couldn’t have been better. 


As soon as we left the coffee shop his booking agent had 
called him and let him know the client had agreed to the ad 
agency position. He’d since filled me in on all the details 
and today | started my first day at the new job in downtown 
Cape Town. Talk about a city being absolutely paradise. | 
wasn’t sure what | liked more. The weather The friendly 
people. The way so many races from so many places 
intermingled and got along. | felt like | was in the middle of 
the world’s most beautiful cultural exchange. 


For lunch you could go to one of The Townships and eat 
some of the best home cooked style soul food you could ever 
imagine, served up with a side of smiles and a whole lot of 
good vibes. 


For dinner you could wet your appetite with a local wine 
from neighboring Stellenbosch while keeping it light with 


some locally caught fish as you watched the moon sparkle 
over Camp’s Bay. 


Exercise? Climbing Lion’s Head or Table Mountain provided 
the ultimate reward. No Stairmaster beeping that you’d 
completed twenty minutes. No ma’am. Not here. When you 
completed your cardio here your rewards were some of the 
best views in some of the freshest air nature had to offer. 


How did | never really hear about this place? lI’d always 
dreamt of Paris, the windmills of The Netherlands, the 
greenery of New Zealand, and the open spaces of Australia... 
and those things were absolutely magnificent and still on 
my bucket list but | was completely blown away by this 
windy city that is Cape Town. 


And I was blown away by his love. 


And maybe the best part is that | had my HEA and | was in 
paradise. And of course my first child was on the way while | 
put in a few more months in my chosen profession which 
filled me with a great sense of purpose, aS much as working 
can do. 


But my real purpose was my family. And that included my 
brother | had forgiven him for what he did. He had his 
“reasons” which | still dispute. Of course at the time | was 
way too young and still figuring myself out. He was being 
the protective older brother as older brothers are. The more 
| thought about it the more | though Xavier would do the 
same thing for our children one day... although | know he’d 
never make up a story to accomplish his goal. He’d just say 
it to you straight, just like he jumped straight on that plane 
to come get me... To be his forever. 


We'd bumped into a local man at the market yesterday who 
helped us pick out the best ostrich burgers. Yes, there really 
is athing and oh are they tasty We got to talking and we 
were both just blown away by his combination of vitality 
mixed with calmness. The ultimate yen and yang. In a way 
he reminded us of Nelson Mandela, although that man is 
incomparable in a league all of his own. 


We discovered he was a minister and here we find ourselves 
on the top of Table Mountain about to exchange wedding 
vows. We joked that our initials are XL, yet we’re having the 
smallest wedding in history. Just the three of us and Mr. 
Naidoo to preside over the affair. 


Some people might call it a shotgun wedding, but it’s 
anything but. We’ve been mentally connected for years. 
Then we connected physically and now we'll be connected 
forever There is no greater feeling. 


And the knowledge that the lifestyle here is less hectic is 
also a huge relief No eighty to one hundred hour work 
weeks. People value family and friendship down here too 
much to spend time staring into a computer screen or 
running around making another dollar for someone else 
who’s already infinitely rich. 


No thanks. 
My stress got carried away the first time one of Cape Town’s 
winds blew across my back, and the wind has been at my 


back ever since. 


And even more importantly is the knowledge that Xavier will 
have my back forever. 


The man who was my first crush since my brother brought 
him by the house that day The man with the muscles and 
the mind. The man who knew what he always wanted and 
held out for me just as | held out for him. True love for one 
another and only each other 


There was a famous song from back in 1991 called Now That 
We Found Love. It went something like this... 


Now that we found love, 
What are we gonna do... with it? 


For us it’s an entirely different kind of question. The only 

question is how we’re going to celebrate it each and every 
day. We’ve got so much to do, so much to explore, and so 
much missed time to make up for. 

So, what are we gonna do with it? 


Well we’re well on our way into turning this love into one big 
ol’ family that we can share it with... forever. 


“And do you take this lovely young woman to be your 
lawfully wedded wife?” Mr Naidoo asks. 


“| do,” Xavier 


“And do you take this handsome young man to be your 
lawfully wedded husband?” 


“I do,” | say. 


And with a smile he says, “| now pronounce you man and 
wife. Congratulations!” 


We kiss as the drone hovers overhead capturing an amazing 
panoramic view of our moment, but we don’t hear it. 


But we'll get the picture printed out nice and big and be 
putting it in our baby’s nursery who will be with us in just 
about seven months from now. 


We want to let our little bundle of joy relive this moment 
with us all over again. 


He or she was there after all, after coming to us asa 
Surprise. 


And that’s exactly how we're keeping our baby’s sex. A 
surprise. 


Just like learning nine years after the fact that the one you 
love has loved you too. 


The best things in life really are worth the wait. 


And I'd wait for him until the end of time. I’m just glad | 
didn’t have to. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Xavier 
Eighteen years later 
“Dad! Look! A lion.” 


| slide in behind Paul and put my hand on his shoulder. “| 
think that’s an African leopard, buddy.” 


“Like a cheetah?” 


“Kind of Maybe a step slower, but when you’re so fast you 
could outrun your own spots that’s still pretty fast.” 


a Wow. n 


| turn around and see Leah snapping pictures of the two of 
us. 


| let go of Paul’s shoulder and walk back to my wife. 
“Nice one. You timed it perfectly.” 


“That one’s going on the wall. Even the leopard’s in 
position.” 


“You've really become quite the photographer” 


“It’s not hard when you have great subjects.” 


“Isn't that leopard a thing of beauty.” 

“I'm talking about my family!” 

She pokes me in the ribs. 

“Hey! What do you mean? | was talking about you?” 
“About me?” 


“Yeah, Miss Hot Mama in her leopard pants. | could see your 
reflection in the glass.” 


“Oh. Thank you.” 
| lean in and give her a kiss. 


With Luke heading off to college in the fall we decided to do 
one last big event while our family was still under the same 
roof A Botswana safari sure seemed like the right call. 


| did a lot of planning to make sure we had the best position, 
the safest reinforced glass and everything of that nature. As 
much as I’m enjoying the majestic beauty of these creatures 
| need to ensure the safety of my family first. Family always 
comes first, in every way. 


And that’s why after this safari we’re all headed up to New 
York. We spend part of the summer and part of December in 
New York each year making sure our kids get a lot of time 
with their grandparents. It’s important for me that the kids 
get to see where they came from and to bond with their 
grandparents just as much as it is for me that our moms and 
dads get to spend time with our own little crew. 


Our little crew that isn’t so little anymore. 


| slowed down my travel considerably once | reconnected 
with Leah all those years ago. That and she was able to doa 
lot of work from home once she built her relationships with 
her clients. It only took a few years and they started to 
know each other like the backs of the other’s hands. There 
was no need to sit in an office to communicate and luckily 
Leah’s agency felt the same way. 


| think they also valued Leah so much and knew her clients 
entire business with the agency was built on Leah being 
there so it made sense to treat her with the ultimate level of 
respect, not that they ever did anything but. 


As the years progressed the agency became an all-female 
agency. It was really cool to see how they transformed not 
only the workplace, but how the word “work” fits into our 
lives. 


With women running the show they prioritized family above 
all else and much to the surprise of a lot of many of the 
male-dominated competitor agencies their business actually 
flourished more on a year-to-year bases than anyone else in 
the country. With just three short years they were the 
biggest ad agency in the country and a year later the 
continent. | guess things really do work best with women 
running the show 


But there was nothing more that | enjoyed doing than 
leading my own family. And as much as Leah was my equal 
she was glad to have a male in her life who enjoyed being a 
true man. Who enjoyed all the things that being a man 
provides. 


Mowing the lawn is just mowing the lawn...unless you’re 
doing it so your kids have a beautiful place to run and jump 


and play with their friends. 


Playing basketball outside is just an enjoyable way to get 
some exercise... unless you’re doing it so your son can 
improve his own game and land a division one scholarship, 
which has always been his dream. 


And going to the grocery store is just making sure you 
consume enough calories to stay alive... unless you're 
choosing specific items from a special list so your daughter 
can make her cookies and cakes just the way she likes so 
one day she can turn her burning passion to satisfy the 
sweet tooths of her friends and family as the best dessert 
shop in town. 


And the older | get the more my life changes, but the more it 
stays the same. 


Life isn’t directly about my happiness. Not at all. Because 
the only way for me to be completely happy is to see my 
kids and my wife happy. To see my children pursuing their 
dreams with a smile on their face as my wife and | are right 
behind them, hand-in-hand, to guide them when they need 
it and to pick them up and dust them off when they fall. 


But luckily we don’t fall much in our household. We doa 
great job of lifting each other up. As the old saying goes... 
standing on the backs of giants. 


“Dad! An elephant! And a giraffe!” 


Myla has her nose pressed against the glass of our safari 
home for the next few weeks. We’re safely away from any 
potential danger, but still close enough to enjoy the world 
around us. 


And just like those giant creatures outside I'll always stand 
tall and proud for my wife and kids. 


| squat down and put my arms up and under my wife’s 
armpits lifting her in the air and setting her on my 
shoulders. 


“How’s the view now?” 


“Whoa. If you wouldn’t mind doing that a couple more times 
I'd be nose-to-nose with those guys out there.” 


“But if | did thatthen we wouldn't be able to do this.” 


| pucker my lips and my wife carefully leans forward and 
kisses me right on the lips. 


Yeah | like to lift her up, but what’s most important is 
keeping her close. Because when we're together we make 
the best team ever. 

And together is how we'll always be. 


One big supportive family. 


Family. The best word in the English language. 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 


Book 1: 


Book 2: 


Baby Lust 
Veteran 


Book 3: 


Book 4: 
Book 5: 


Built 
Bambino 
Rescued 


Book 6: 


Book 7: 


Leader 
Professor 
Burned 


Book 8: 


Book 9: 


Worldly 


Book 10: 


Book 11: 


Pistol 
Policed 


Book 12: 
Book 13: 


Book 14: 
Book 15: 


Driven 

Lucky 13 
Lumberjacked 
Protector 





Book 16: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 19: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 


Cocky CFO 
Fireman's Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEAL’s Secret 


Book 25: 


Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 


Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 
Veterans Day Daddy 





Book 30: 


Book 31: 
Book 32: 


Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
Police Officer’s Princess 
Statham 
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Book 37: 


Bodyguard 

Greek God 

Billionaire Single Dad's Babysitter 
Mountain Man 

SEAL’s Justice 


Book 38: 


Book 39: 
Book 40: 
Book 41: 
Book 42: 


Royal Romance 

Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 
Crocodile Dan D 

Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 

Doctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 


Book 43: 
Book 44: 


Book 45: 


Cop’s Babysitter 
Nanny for the Cop Next Door 
Small Town SEAL’s Saving_Grace 





Book 46: 


Book 47: 
Book 48: 
Book 49: 

Book 50: 


Cop’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Nanny 
Cowboy's Babysitter 








Steamy 
Brother’s Best Friend 


